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The rrdgeaieo; naunm 

Ham. Why lookc you there, looke how it ftedes aw*y» 

My father in his habit as he liu d, _ nL « 

Looke where he goes.euen now out at the portall. Exit Gb$t» 
Ger. This isthecoynage ofyourbraine, 

This bodilefle creation, extafie is very cunning in 

Ham.My pulfe as yours doth temperatly kcepetitne. 

And makes as healthfull mufick, it is not madneffe 
That I haue vttred, bring me to the teft. 

And the matter will re word, which madnefic 
Would gamb ole from, Mother for loue of grace. 

Lay not that flattering vn&ion to your foule 
That not your trefpaffe but my madneffe fpeakes. 

It will but skin and filmc the vlccrous place, 

Whiles rankc corruption mining all within 
Infers vnfeene : confeffe your felfe to heauen. 

Repent what’s paft,auoid what is to come. 

And doe not fpreadthe compeft on the weeds 
To make them ranker, forgiue me this my venue. 

For in the fatneffe of thefe purfie times 
Vertue it felfe of vice m^ft pardon beg, 

Yea curbe and wooe for leaue to doe him good. 

Ger. O Hamltt ! thou haft cleft my hart in twain e. 

Ham, O throw away the worfer part of it, 

Tfnd issue the purer with the other halfc. 

Good night, but goe not to my Vnclcs bed, 

Aflume a venue if you haue it not, 

That monfter cuftome, whaall fence dotheate 
Of habits Deuill, is Angell yet in this 
That to the vfe of actions faire and good. 

He likewife giues a Frock or Liuerie 
That aptly is put on to refraine night. 

And that fhall lend akind ofeafineffe 
To the next abftinence, thenext more eafie s 
For vfe ahnoft can change the ftampe of nature. 

And mafter the Deuill, orthrow him out 

With wondrous potencie joncemore good night,. 

And when you are delirous to be blcit, 

He bleffing beg of you, for this fame Lord 
I doe repent j butheauen hath pleas’ditfo 
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Brmceof Denmarkc. 

To puniflh me with this, and this with me. 

That I muft be their fcourge and miniftcr, 

I will beftow him and will anfwer well 
The death I gaue him; fo againe good night 
I muft be crucll onely to be kind. 

This bad begiris, and wotfe remaines behind* 

One word more good Lad ie. 

Ger. Whac/ha/J I doe? 

Ham* Not this by no meanei that I bid you doe, 
Let the blowt King tempt you againe to bed. 

Pinch wanton on your cheeke, call you his Moufe, 
And let him for a paire of reechiekiffes. 

Or padlingin your nccke with his damn’d fingers. 
Make you to rouell all this matter out 
That I effentially am not in madnefle, 

B ut mad in craft, t’were good you let him know. 

For who that's but a Queenc, faire, fober, wife, 
Would from a paddack, from a Bat, a Gib, 

Such deefe conferuings hide, who would doe fo. 

No, in defpight of fence and fecrecie, 

Vnpcg the basket on the houfes top, 

Let the birds fiie, and like the famous Ape, 

To try conclui ons in the basket creepe. 

And breakeyour owne nccke downc. 

Ger. Be thou aflfur’d, if words be made of breath. 
And breath of life, I haue no life to breath 
What thou haft laid to me. 

Ham. I muft to England you know that. 

Ger. Alack I had forgot/ 

Tis fo concluded on* 

Ham . Ther s letters fcald,& my two (chool-fellowcs, 

. Whom I will truft as 1 will Adders fang’d. 

They bearcthe Mandate ,they muft Iwecperoy way 
And marfhall me to knauery : let it workc, 

For tis the fporttohaue the Engincr 
Hoift with his owne petar, an t fhall goe hard 
But I will dclue one yard below their mines. 

And blow them atthe Moone : O tis moft fweet 
When in one line two crafts dirc&ly meet, 
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